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TIM HOLTS 

- WfeSTf RN ALBUM 

The West was ruled by the gun, 
but there were times when the 
heroic men who tamed the des- 
peradoes used their fists to good 
effect too — as here demon- 
strated by battling Tim Holt! 





To the right is a scene from 
RKO's "Gun Runners," which 
stars Tim — supported as usual by 
the colorful Chito Jose Gonzales 
Bustamonte Rafferty (Richard 
Martin, in real life). They are 
waiting for members of a bandit 
gang to show themselves. 



The horse was part of the man. 
and the man was part of the 
horse; the two were inseparable, 
Centaur-like. Tim's horse, Liqht- 
ning. is a great palomino stallion, 
physically beautiful and highly 
intelligent. Here he and Tim are 
alerted for action! 
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'ITH A P0S5E SCOURING THE BRUSH AND FOOTHILLS FOR HIM, WITHA REWARD 
ON HIS HEAD, DEAD OR ALIVE, TIM HOLT FACFS THE GREATEST FIGHT OF HIS CAREER 
TO CLEAR HIMSELF OFACHARGE OF MURDER! EVERYONE — FROM THE SHERIFF TOTHE 
/, TOUGHEST BAND OF OUTLAWS THAT EVER ROBBED A BANK— WANTED* TIM HOLT! A 
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TIM HOLT 



TWUNOfftiNS HOOVES AMO ROARING SIX- I I FlEEiNG THS MARD-AiDlNG P04SE li-TIH hOltTI 

UMS SHATTER THE LONELY S^ENCE OP ' J ^ Ah ,. r , cr Tuctt r .T.u mc / T 

^1 SAGEBRUSH -DOTTED WASTELAND-— I /L£ A J? ' L i 7 THfc«ft CATCH MS .' J 





^THEY'LL NEVER MAKE 
THIS JUMP/ WE'RE SfcP£ ,' 



At THAT VERY FOMENT, A5 Tim PLEES POR 
HIS UPS, THE TAP- TAP OP HAM*£RS RE- 
SOUNDS ON eARN DOORS. ON RESTAURANT NAU* 




In TmE POOTWIL15. Tim KIEPf 

Ml5 APPOINTMENT with CHITC 






LlKKY 

Mirr 

CHITD,' TM EcRE ) I KsOvv MOO " c *™^" 
SLAP TO SEE ^-\ARE ONE CRATV 

you...vou saowiMT jHO^eai.' 

POOD. THIN YOU /WHAT-POa. VOU 

Kf«o»» fy Say you keel 

SHERlPF NOLAN? 
Two POSSES AiRI 
OUT LOOKING 
*OH. YOU/ 



POR VOU. YOU SAY TO 
ME HERE 6EPoa§ ALL 
HEBE HAPPCN/ WHEN 
il HEAR WHAT YOU SAY. 
'I 0REENO YOU POOD- 
WHAT YOU DO »—■ 'X 
f JOIOM'J 
KILL 
NOlAn. X 
«AID THAT TO 
SAVE A MAM'S 



PA CONVINCfP THAT WHOEVSO. ~^| 

KILLEP NOLAN IS PLAVINlO A <A 



CWPSft OAMfi. r AIM TO PINO 
OUT WHAT THAT GAME IS. LET - 
MS TILL YOU WHAT HAPPENED- 



NOW, HEY 



\' 1/ 
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TIM HOLT 






'OF AlCYl DROVE OFF THE'R Y YOU Wg£L MOT 

TME1 / M0R5GS AND CAME J.FINO IT IM THESE 
ICRAzy ^\UP HERE. CHfTO. **. MILL*. ONE OF 
7HEEN6*/) THERE'S $0M6THIN0 \THEe POSSES , 
-EIGHTY FUNNY GOING ^WEEL KILL 



ON. WHY SHOULD THE MAN 
WHO KILLED NOL*N STEAL 
.HIS -VEST ANP BADGE? I 
*XA HAva TO FIND THAT I 

our.' 



you.' 



.1 HAVE TO II DIDN'T TELL CHITO. 

RISK IT, ^sWT I'VE SEEN -r| 

CHITO. THERE'S ) TRACES OF OLD M 

NO OTHER WAYyCAMPHKM SCATHOiO 

OUT • —^ IM THE HILLS. THE/ 



LEAD TOWARO RED 
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BUTTE/ 



y 



m 



^■<4*- 



ri 






TIM HOLT 



Amid THE 9-tQ VOUANu. ROCKS 
OP THE euTTBS, TiM SIGHT* A THIN 
COOIMN OP SMOKE 



7tw«WS A FiRS that 
i*M'T SO OL.0.' hm*a\ 
MO CATTuft OUTFIT WOUUP 
MO DOWN THI* Di6P 





rkckon wg'3 better 

SB R'PiNG IP WE'RE 
GOING TO HIT THE" 
CHlSOLM TRAIL. WHEN 
to THf HERO* 

<srr THERE 



SURE'-WI 60T FAKE BRAND 
BOOK*. tNO A fewCRiPP'S 
&AP6E. WB CAN CUT OUT 

WHAT CATTL* WB WANT 

ANP THE* TRAIL. PRIVEHS 
JR£ EVERYTHING ~ v — » V AIN1T GOT NO KUTH/ 
S FIXEP SO WE WON'T 
rfAvE ANV TROUBLE? 




•Cutting out- a trail herd 
was pons in order to ac' 

MO^fi ANV STEERS THAT MIGHT 
HAVE PRiPTEP IN WITH THE MOV- 
ING 5TfcW FROM THE RANGfi 
TWS TRAIL HMD WA* f**4lN* 
THROUGH. IT WAS AIE6AL PKOilMj 
Pl/T 0CTBN CROOKeP WM6N OUT- 
LAWS USED A LAW 0APG.C ANP 
A PAKE 0RAM[» gpoK 




THev WAVB A HEAP START. 
I&lT U6HTNIN& WILL CUT IT 
I TOWN WHEN W6 REACH THE 




All through tm- n at 

WLU5MIMO POc'Nv ThEN 

IN THE FIRST PA A' 



£*aa*ck! 




TIM HOLT 





THf SLOW, INMORABte 
TIX> Of THf QUUK*ANP 0«AM| 

ttm oow* anp powh — — 



HA.' MA/ «gCKON AOON'T WAST6 
yi/H'RE SORC STUCK JTI^r. THAT TRAIL 
THERi, HOWPRE. ,/HeRP 15 *10Vi»T 
I'D SHOOT YUM- • UsX CA*T . «>Mf !v- cHAMtf 
O^IY THAT KIMP Of^NOf^V^^M cAoUNp " 

"' /*• —^ A I ME DOWN TOO PA$T TO 

TRV TO *We... LOOKS LiKf 
TH6 BNP... 



kali* > 
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TIM HOLT 




A.M HOUR LOTS A, ASS TCP 
AMD CLIAMCD, TIM AND tWf 
HU6B PALOMINO AGAIN TAKf 
TH6 MA*Hc'NT TRail 



W6 WANT TO CHECK H.weTTiloT] 
TMB HERD POR STRAVS, )P0WN JN * 
AnP CUT »6M OUT. ^TkN HOUR. VfcU 
CAM CUT THEM. 




TIM HOLT 



THAT CIRCLE M STEER. 
RAFTER 7-.. THAT BARM 
WWTEFACB... 

WE'LL" 

CUT 

•EM. 



RECKON 1 DON'T k.WE'LL HOLD THEM 

WANT NO TROUBLE ) UNTIL YUH COME 

WITH THE LAW. «* BACK, 50 YUH • 

QO AHEAD, TAK( )CAN CHECK ON 

E«\/ ,-^— | THE PRANPSj 

VORKELP/ 




Moving with the *oteo Of the wimo, tim 

FOLLOWS THE OUTLAWS OOWN ONTO THE 

CHISOLM TRAIL ' 






TIM HOLT 

Torop it/ 




60M£ HOURS LATER 

15 HE tOCO/ 

COMIW IN IIK.E 
THIS? HE'S 
WANT6P FOR 
MURDER,' 




TIM HOLT 







TIM HOLT 



Meanwhile— - 



RiDE TO THEE EAST LINE. 

THERE ARE MBH THERE 

THEY GOT THE BOSS J REPAlRlMG THEE FENCE. 

IN JAlLl CROWD'* -CW- r HURR// 

SfiTTiN' UP ID STRING 

HIM TO A TRSf / 




-* f fon'5 over, boys/ 
better quit before 
somebody gets hurt/ 



GET A HORSE, TIM.' 
WE'LL RIPE OCT 

ToeeTHeK./ 




TIM HOLT 

'^CHITO.' GET ME Y &0T TX*\-/ W"DONT ARGUE. I JUST ) 
OUT Of HERE.' /fiRST VOU WANT ) SAW THE MEN WHO "S 

t quickly r Jtooo met* ^killed nolan ride 

JAIL, HOW YOU ^PASTV THE SHERIFF WON'T 

WANT TO COME 7LET ME OUT SO I , 

OUT. ../■ /T HAVE TO GET Oi»T ON AAV OWN. 1 



( 







CniTO'5 POWERFUL STALIION 
LUNGES AGAINST THE TAUT 
LARlAT THAT IS PALLlEP 
AROUND HIS SADDLE - hORn- 



"3E 



fil 







DO66ONE.' THAT HOLT RANNy 
CAN'T BUST JAIL ON ME J 
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TIM HOLT 




"ftfc 8ATWINO OOOXS SwiMS OPEN, AMP 
K ORiM-FAiED MAN STEPS THfiOVCiH 





TIM MOLT 



I^ThC VSBO Tm£ 6*066, TOGETHER 
WlTn A FORGED &RAND BOOK, TO CUT 
'TOAlt HERDS A\OviN<S fP THE CHlSOLM 
TRAIL/ IF YOU DON'T BELIEVE /V\6, SEND A 
RlPE« fP THE fRAiL TO CHECK MV S1DRV. 




r THERE THEY ARE, ^ r THINK 
SHERIFF - THE ReAL h, L DO 
•r Ml/RDEKeRS. *■*>, OUT 
RECOGNIZE NOLAN'S Jl'*\ NOT 
VEST' ^i.^'gC 



/? 



a 



THEN PERHAPS THESE ^sJ^BUT I CAN RlGnTLN SAV I'M 
HOLES WADE 0Y NO-AN-^1 MIOMTY GLAD tUH AIN'T GOIN' 
BADGE OVER THE .-^^BACk TO *W JAIL. AN' POR- 

r -reAKs will 7-^i9v ^>»GeT TMe putted &ars. 

CONVINCE YOU! /CRACKY.' ^RECKON THE TOWN CAN 

s^YUH'RE" RIGHT"/ I Pay FER THEM - SINCE 

HO.T.. I DUNNO 7 YUH SAVED IT TH' EX- 

,\ WHAT TO^PENSe OF A TRiAl F6R 

SAy/ /YTH6SE MURD6RIN' RATS/ 



THE 
CNF 



TIM HOLT 
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*f*S* 



if 



it 



h. 



v\> 



fKS ttU**/OAN* PMC*. . . 
the •aodlc or a wild and 
WOOLY BUCKING BEONC/THfi 

WY the sapdi.6 pitches 

ANCTilTS AS THE WILD-EViD 
BUCKE8 <»OBS INTO MfS JA0 
Save SiRTH TO ThS TERM. 



!» 



yW HOOTS 1YOBN &Y THE COWBOV 
»v5«E HlGWHEELED FORAVEByOOOD 
AND PRACTICAL REASON.' TO PREVENT 
THE FOOT FROM SLIPPING THROUtfH 
THB STIRRUP AND DRAGGING THE COW 
BOY TO A POES I BLS DEATH 'THAT WAS 
WHY THEV DID 50 LITTLE WALKING. IT 
W»* TORTUPE TO WALK IN THEM- BUT 
TH«y WERE LlFESAVERS /VAANV TIMES 

IN THE SADDLE 



-> 
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flMf A/ACAfAAtO** '. . . 

r*A POPS HALTSA 
USiD TO'SBNTLB' 
WILD HORSES. IT POfiS 
NOT HURT THE HPRSS, 
AND WITH KIND AND 
SENTLfi TREATMENT 
WIT* THB WACKAMORE, 
THE ANIMAL H» SOON 
TAMED. 



<k._/ 



TIM HOLT 



\L0 TMBRiDinO SJOCH Of A RANCH. A*" 
WSLL A# THS SRANDlNtf IRON RREff 
AT ROVWP-yP TI/MB. IN TBXA^TH* PlSi^ 
WtXt U«UALIV INSIDi THBCORQAL, M 
OTH8R WfSTER* fTATl^ JVTT OUT- 
BID*. *V THL* MLBCTlNi A SPOT *?» 
THS BRANC*NE(VvhEN rT VW« NOT DON* 
ON THB OPEN QANS£)jtm DANCER C* 
HAVKM CTOCK STDLfN WAS CONSID6S- 
ABLV LESSENED. 



X^ 



1. 



WAS HELD IN THB SPRIN* AND 

^ALL.TO ftffANO TWfl YS'ARL,IN#* 

AND MAVECICKS TO COUNT THB 

CALVB9 AMD THU* CHECK ON TM» 

7TOCK OWNED BVTME RANCH. 



>-. 



w 
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OF TH« WB»^EffN H.AINS EACH EN - 
JOVCD THfiJROVVN'STA.WPHNlS GROUNDS.' 
THE .*««««« AN0M4V4JOS UJCATffD 
IN THE SOUTHWEST. THB COMAMCMCM 
ROAMeD F»aOM TwS ARKANSAS TJ? ST. 
ANTONB CE BEXAR. THE SLACXFOOT 
AnO ifOOK wSRE TO THE NORTH rIN 
COLORADO ANP WVOMlNS*. . .'. 
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TIM HOLT 
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Xn TM6 FRONTIER TOWNS OF THE OLD WEST, 
ThB TElCGRAPHER WAS A« IMPORTANT FI6UR6. IT WAS 
HE WHO RECEIVED THE LATEST NEWS FLASHES. IT 
WAS HS WHO SENT WORD OF PlSASTgR OR ©OLP 
STRIKES. HE KNEW THINGS MANY A\EN WOULO 
KAVC KILL6P TO LgARN / 

In the town of trotteR'S creek, the operator^ 
was a man named john abersen. and when out- 
laws and orclmastances conspired against 
him,, it was tl«\ hol.t who stepped into thb 

picture to reveal the truth about 

THE TELEGRAPHER AT TROTTER'S CREEK 



SOAVE MILES SOUTHEAST OF THE PAINTED 
DESERT, DEE P IN THE HEART OF THE M0GOLL0N S 

w LOOKS LIKE A REPAIR TplRST Tl,V\E I EVER 
CREW TO FIX THAT -«$AW A REPAIR CREW 
TEL.E6RAPH Wlftfr, TIM. J WITH GUNS AND 

RIFLES 
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TIM HOLT 



IX6VNS OVT AND FUMlf*, T|W U«GE5 THB 
GREAT GOLDEN STALLION. LIGHTNING. DOWN 
THE SLOPE AT A &REAKNECK RACE 




TtJO HOURS LATER, IN TROTTER'S CREEK, AMR* 
VOICES CRY OUT AGAlK'ST THE SHERlFP--- 



ONLT \JOHH ABERSSN- 
/ONff MAN > THE 

'know THe Stile (jRApMeR/ 

THE PANft WA» (JBTTN- 
' THAT GOL0 SHIPMENT/ 




RECKON YUH 0ETTER 
CO.*t WITH ME, JOHM. 
THfi &0Y* Afll PLOMft 
SET ON SlAMIN 1 YIX 

PER THfM ROeSERiC5/ 




TIM HOLT 




HOI, I'P likS it PiNff TM O,A0 TO HEtP VDt>, ^JW IDEA * TH6- THOS6 OwlnOOTS 
lHUH WOUUO THftOW >N ^S.5H6CJFP. /UST A* SOON )M£ EXPeCPW TM» ♦TAfrC . THg^u 
WITH Mi. I «ED A MAN WHO; AS CHiTO AND I PUT fOET IT WITH IvH PRWW, AM- ME AH 
CAN T05S HARDWARf ^^SJT^IN OUR ORDERS FOR J WHAT MEN I CAN ROUND UP JVST 
A CAN ^Q!\ftSO\g HERE FORP5. WBlL Ja-LAVIN' BACK AW WAITIW «R '6M ' 

68 BACK 




TIM HOLT 




P BETTER GO IN AN' OIL 
UP MY 6H00TIN- IRONS.. 

reckon I'll ee NEepiN* 

TH6M/ 



.Better hurry, too. be miohtv 

(ONCOMFORTABlE tf I PiPN'T 
, SHOW UP AT OGALLAlA CAP/ 



SJ 






l>3 



SHERiPP LANNlN TRIPS amp' 
SPRAWLS. AND HIS GUNS, 
LOOSEN EO IN THCiR HOIS1 

DROP ASD FIRE/ 




MEAMWMlue, TIW PARTS COM**** Wifrt 
CHlTO, WHO REMAINS BEHIND TO LEAD 
THS SH6R1PF TO A SECRET SHORTCUT 
IN THE MOGOU.ON6 * 




TIM HOLT 




Afi IMPATIENT CHITO IS 
ALSO WORKED ABOUT THE 



TMiB SHlRlFf 
EfS LATE/ WHERE 
Eli Hf ? Tim will 

Be ALMOST AT TMK 
SY THM« 



Back in trotter's creek 
... the only other man 
who knows the plam tc entrap 
the outlaw gam? lies 

WOUMOfO AND HElPlESS.-- 






UHOGR THE FUSILLADE Of HOT l£AD 
TIM DROPS TO HIS KNEES, LOSES HI5 
BALANCE y » ^ ' 

* — •v-?fr-jmr y* I'M going over ••• 

INTO T*e CANYON ' 




TIM HOLT 



T5 PUU LENGTH, 

PiTOU» PAH. WlTM 



■ fC(Z A 
OR TWO/ 







But an outlaw lookout spot* ti*\ 

MAKINd A BlO POR SAFE'V/^ * I 



THBRf HI 




TIM HOLT 




Aprantic chito... and a hurriedly 

BANDAGED SHERlPF SEE A STRANGE 
PROCESSION PILING DOWN THE MAIN 
STREET OP TROTTER'S CREEK 




RECKON THE H 
TOWN'S GONNA 
HAVE TO ttAKE^. 
A PUBLIC tf 
APOLOGY TO V 
TELEGRAPHER.' 




NOOSE FOR A KILLER 



A Flip Cartoi IttrMte 

FLIP CARSON wm ai the Ut«h-nil ia 
front of the 'Dob* Bottom* blacksmith 
•hop when they brought tha dead body of Den 
Tobin down Main Street. Flip paused with 
tha rein* in hit hand, and turned to look. Thi» 
might b« a job for a federal marshal. 

A bow-laggad puncher waa riding a paint 
bona ahead of a rangy bay. Across tha saddle 
of the bay. hit body lashed down with a lariat, 
lay tha dead man. Even from this distance, 
yj-.p could aee the bullet wound In his back, 
and tha dark crimson stain of dried blood 
caked in hia duaty shirt. 

Sheriff Nick Patterson raised duat from tha 
wooden sidewalk as ha thundered down to- 
ward Klip. Hia husky voice waa bellowing. 
"Flip. don't yuh ride off I I'm a-gonna need 
yuh here. boy. That there la Mark Simpaon'e 
foreman, that dead galoot in the aaddlcl 
Trouble is brewin". yuh can bat yore hide!" 

Mark Simpson owned the big Tumbling T 
spread north of 'Dob* Bottoms. Flip Carsoa 
waa well aware that Simpson and young Ed 
Hacker of the Flying Hat ranch were pawing 
the earth like angry bulls whenever they saw 
each other. Simpson had flatly accused young 
Hecker of rustling hia Tumbling T steers. 
Ed Hecker had laughed nastily, thumba 
hooked in his gunbelts, and called Mark Simp- 
son a red-faced liar. 

,?lip reknotted the reins at the rail and fol- 
lowed Bherifl Patterson down the street. Tha 
bow-lagged puncher had reined in hit saddler, 
was saying to a group of open-mouthed on* 
lookers. "Found him flat on hia face, the other 
aide of the draws. Shot in the back, is yuh 
can sea plain enough. Looks like a Hecker 
job. don't it, boys?" 

"Hold on. now. George." said Sheriff Pat- 
tarson, breathing heavily. "Yuh got any prool 
to back up thnt statement?" 

"Yuh bet I have," retorted George, fum- 
bling in hie vest. He brought out a checkered 
blue-and-whita bandanna and tossed it at the 
sheriff. 

It was Ed Heeker*s neckpiece. Everyone 
•round 'Doha Bottome knew it. Aa George 
said, "I found it right behind poor Ben. I.ayin' 
en the ground," everyone nooded their heada 
wisely. It waa an. open-and-shut ease. All that 
remained was for Sheriff Patterson to ride 
out to the Flying Hat and bring Hecker in. 

Flip took the bandanna from the sheriff's 
fingers. It was itained with dry sweat, and 
caked in with trie aweat was the characteristic 
red <lay dust that was found near the draws. 
Flip looked at the dead man's shirt. It. loo. 
.Waa stained with tha rod eiay duat. 



Flip Mid, "Right stupid of Hecker to shoot 
down a man and leave a clue like this a-layin' 
there.'' 

The sheriff raieed his bushy eyebrows, la a 
questioning look Flip went on. "I'd like to 
mosey out to the draw* an' has-a s look for 
myself, 8heriff. You aaa aJway* g» out s*f 
bring in Heelcer." 

Two houra later, Flip sat the kak of hl« 
rawboned white gelding and stared with fur- 
rowed brpws at the scene of the murder. Hs 
•aw the imprint where tha body had lain, a 
tiny blob of dried blood. He saw the cleat 
•rail of one horse— and that waa alL 

•The killer sure took paina to make certain 
ha wouldn't lsav# any tracks. Reckon ha was 
s plumb careful gent And a careful man 
wouldn't leave hi» own neckerchief right out 
In plain sight to be discovered I" 

Flip dismounted, and checked tha hoof- 
marks of George's paint horse. It bed ridden 
in toward the dead man from the east. Tha 
dead man had com* from the north. That 
eliminated George aa a suspect. He couldn't 
have shot Ben from the back when he was 
riding in front of him. No, the killer must 
have trailed Ben. then flung down on him with 
his Colt when he wa* sure h* would surprise 
him. 

"An' that'i s funny thing." Flip mused. "A 
man would have to get plenty clot* to be aurs 
of gettin' his man with one shot. Ben surs 
would have heard him rids up on him 
units* ths killer ws» s friend of Ben's and 
dropped back just enough to plug him ia tha 
back!" 

He left the murder scsnt snd trotted ths 
whics gelding In wide circles. To the wast s 
row of sandstone ridges raised their red, raw 
bulks against -.lie blue sky. To tha south th« 
red clay draws undulated into the distance. 
Eastward lsy the sags flats, mile after mils 
of unbroken sand snd desert shrub. He rods 
from sandstons ledgs to sags flats and back, 
always circling wider, wider- 
Ten miles into the stone ridges of the ma/- 
pais, he found where the trscks of s horse 
were blotted out, then appeared in the dirt. A 
wry grin touched ths marshal's tanned face. 
"Old Indian trick, to drag s blanket behind, 
•o aa to wipe out the trscks your horse makes. 
Only thing is, if another man knows that 
tiick— well, you can't carry a blankst around 
forever 

Where the sandstone ended, a horse's tracks 
led away from them, straight north. Flip 
kneed the gelding into a gallop. 

Hours later, he reined in before the sprawl- 
ing ranchhouae of the Tumbling T ranch. A 
big man, whose head was a shaggy mop of 
black hair, cowhide vest opened to dinclose 
the giant cheat, waved a long aim at him. 

"Howdy, marshal. Light down a secll," 
sailed Mark Siiruytoa. 



"•Cm*! *•?,■ said Flip Carson, ranging 
from th* saddle. "I'm ridin' «n to tht Flying 
Hat. Your teg undo w*« Killed near tht draw*, 
tunc time agu." 

- Simpson looked chocked. "Yuh don't mean 
to tay thet hot-head Htcker went io far m to 
shoot down my foreman, do yuh? by the 

• tonal! I'll have hie hidel" 

Flip chuckled, "No need to go on the prod. 
Ml br.ng in the killer," 

Simpson eyed him from under buahy brow*. 
■Yuh wait right here, young feller. I'll rid* 
over with yuh, I don't want yuM gettln' ahot 
in the back!" 

There wee a peculiar emlle on Pllp Carton '• 
Jf ps •* he watched the big Tumbling T owner 
•talk toward hie eorrai, where saddle* and 
bridle* were hung acroee the top rail of the 
fence. He rolled • eigarette. wetehing Simp- 
wn catch and lasso • hone, caddie him and fit 

• bridle over hie head. 

Stirrup by etirrup, the two mo* rode front 
the Tumbling T across the flata, toward th* 
Flying Hat. 

A» they raced down the little ilope in front 
Of the email Flying Hat ranch. Flip aaid. "I 
don't went any gunplay, Simpson. I want the 
killer to htng for thia crime!" 

Big Mark Simpion grunted callously. "Hell 
hang, all right. From the noarett tree — all 
legal, of eourse, marshal. I won't go for my 
iron." 

Ed Hecker wit chopping greenwood at 
they reined to a halt in front of him. Ho waa 

• hssvyset man, with a homely but rugged 
face. He dropped his ana and looked at Flip. 
Ignoring the tcowling Simpson. 

"Anything I can do for yuh. marshal t" ho 
•eked. 

Flip said. "Someone shot Mark Simpson's 
foreman over near the draws. Reckon yo* 

had as good • motive ss any. You were right 
•m*rt. Hecker — hi dm' your horses' hoofprir.t* 
With an Indian blanket." 

Mark Simpson laughed cruelly. He leaned 
forward across the swellfork of his saddle; 
■aid, "We ought to search his place, marshal I 
Reckon he might try to hid* that blanket P 

Flip nodded. He atked. "You have any ob- 
jections, Hecker?" 

Hecker looked it the smooth bvitte of Flip 
Ctrion's low-slung Coltt and wet hia lipt 
nervously. Ha mumbled, "Reckon yuh can 
look." 

The tesreh did not take Inrg It wis Mark 
Simpson who found the blanket, atioved under 
I pile of old saddles in a corner of the corral. 
He held it up, waving it in triumph. Ed 
Hecker stared at the blanket as If his eye* 
would pop eut. 

Hecker yelled, "Yuh mmt'vi planted that 
blanket there, yuh no-good p 

.Aa* held high, Haabac etaxtad x i mi 1m 



the grinning Simpson. SUnpecu sailed, "Yah 
ain't gonna split my head open, HcckerP Hia 
right hand blurred, moving for bit gun. He 
lifted it out of the holstet — 

Flip Carson barely moved hie gunhand, but 
bis Colt was spurting red flame and roaring 
thunder, and the gun in Simpson's hand leaped 
high and away, kicking and rolling into to* 
dirt. 

Simpson whirled, face black with rage, Flip 
•hook hia head gently. smiling. "You promised 
me tnere'd be no gunplay, Simpson. Have yoa 
forgotten that we want to hang the killer?" 

The big man paused in the middle of a bel- 
low He growled. "Reckon you're plumb right, 
marshal I kind of forgot myself, seein' that 
ornery murderer eomin' at me with that ana 
I hate hit kalian* gut* so much, I'd—" 

Muttering, Simpson broke off and picked 
np hie gun. Hecker had turned and waa etar- 
ing at Flip. He said. "1 give yuh my word, 
marshal. I didn't kill hia foreman." 

Flip shook hit head. "Sorry, Heekee. I waa* 
yuh to come along." 

In town. Flip brought Simpson and Hecker 
into the alien ff't office. He cloeed the door. 
The sheriff looked at him in aurprite. 

Flip said, "I brought in the killer, sheriff— 
Mark Simpion I" 

Simpion put a hand on hie gun, but the 
Colt leaped into Flip's hand. Flip aaid coldly. 
"Its a cinch Hecker didn't kill Ben. He 
was unfriendly with Simpson's crowd. Ben 
wouldn't let hint close enough to shoot aim 
in the back. Ben'* gun wasn't touched, showia' 
that ha didn't think he bad anything to fear. 
When I found the track*. th*y led toward th* 
Flying Hat. I found the blanket under th* 
•addles. But the tracks didn't atay at Heakara. 
They went on to the Tumbling Tl 

"At the Tumbling T, Simpeon looked sur- 

E riser* that hit foreman was killed — yet h* 
new he had been shot . . . and thot in th* 
hack I H* told m* he didn't want we t* get 
•hot in tht back I 

"I couldn't prove Simpson did It, to I had 
to let him convict himself. He found thit 
blanket mighty fast at Hecker'*. Walked right 
to it I Nobody who hadn't hid that blanket 
aould've found it so fasti" 

Simpson iwore blindly, faoe dark with 
anger. He moved his hand to hie gun but Flip 
•tapped close and knocked, his hand aside. 
Flip grated, "Talk, yuh yaller sidewinder P 

Simpion hung hia head. "I did it. Ben waa 
helping me brand my own cattla an' plant 
•hem on Hecker to'» I could accuse him of 
ruatlin' an' get hie land. He wented more 
money or he said he'd spill so th* law. I had 
to ahoot him!" 

"Just as ws hav* to hang yuhP said th* 
sheriff, and th* handcuff* clicked on Mark 
Simpson's wrist*, 

—TUB SMS -« 



TIM HOLT 



wamm 




'HEN DEATH STALKED THE PAfffTED DESERT. TIM HOLT AND Hit SlDEKKK CHITO MBf 
HIM HEAD-ON. OEATH WON THAT FIRST ROUND — BUT TIM HAD ANOTHER CHANCE 
AGAINST THS MAN WITH THB SCYTHE.' 

AND TIM KBPT HIS DATf WITH DiATH WHSN IT TOOK MOT LEAD, FAST OWN- 
PUAY. AND PAST R.D.NS TO FIND- ^ ^^ ^ ^^p M0UNTA | W / 



^REELING FIGURE STAGGERS 
BLINDLY ACROSS THE ODDL* 

cou?aeo dunes of the p»intio 

0ESERT--- 



EV6N SEElN' MIRAGES 
/KEN ON HORSES- •• BUT 
TWON'T DO ME NO GOOO 
iVEN l* THEY WAS REAL 



N? 




THE OLD MAN SEEMS FAR.N 

(BONE, CHiTO. BUT WE MAV , 

66 ABLE TO SAVE HIM. "*■ 

DRlNG THi WATER CANTEM .' 



TIM HOLT 

'For uons moments rm otp aia* gasps in fws arms J 

HIS frtft GLAXi, OUT HIS TREME-UNG HAND FINOS ALITOR 







IH SlLVf A CITY- — 
lYUM LIS 

Me, BfTTy. i hireo 

YUM Aft A DANCSHALL GAL, 
AM' I KNOW Yl'H'Ll 06 
f»A GOOO ONE 

\ JT /W HAVE TO GAT 
( «OM£HOW UNTIL I 
WOCAre MY FATHEfl' 



Pardon me. tm ux>kin<5>Y- >/rve some V daodvT^ 

FOR A LITTLE SlRL NAMED / LiTTtE \9A0 NEWS. jYOvl KNOW 
BSTTV LEE BRADFORD--- ^<*GiRL? I'M J YOUR VhiMTOH. 

6STTV LEE /FATHER -/WHERE 16 < 
BRADFORD/ /^_ ^/HE? WHERE 

5 h£? 




TIM HOLT 




/^AYBE I'D BETTER 
> POUND THAT LOCO 

( \*eeo out of you-/ 




' I'LL FILL \0H SO 
FULL OF HOT LEAP- 




^" V 

<3 ri*/A/ 6 G*& a ' ' 





TIM HOLT 




PER \ IV HAT? &UT SHE' 



: YUH'RIF tOOK/N' PER \ WHAT •' WT ^'11. ^ 
THAT OAL, SHE-S OONE MISS THE STA6E? - 7 
OFF WITH A COUPLE OF /CHITO/ COME ON/ ^ 
RANNIES FKOM SHAILf /rvg A HUNCH CHINOOK 
SALOON. . _^<PVU*0 





OUT ACROSS THE 5AOE PLATS, TH£ pRDMMiNG 
HOOl/ES OP TWE GALLOPING SADDLERS RAISE 
A PAiLOONlNO ClOVO OP PUtT..., 



* Li 



LISTEN.' TmAT 
THJND6R1N0 
SOUND 



SOUNDS tlKf 

bufpalo - oncy 
there ain't mnovoh 

Of THfM 'ROUND THESE 
PARTS TO /WAKE 
. »UCH A NOlSE ' 



OT ©UFPALO - 

LONGHORNS i 
[STAMPED1NG/- 

AHO THBVR6 <3<3iNS 
TO RUN POWN 
P-ETTV L6E 
P/?Ap«5R0. 






I \ 



**< 



."^J' 



?*. 



>V> 



k\ 



^ 






/> 



-1 



TIM HOLT 



Tied, helpless, in front of an infuriated 
hcod op wild - eyed stgers — 




Her screams are drowned in 
th6 fury op pounding hoover.' 



7oNL> CHANCE TO 
SAVE HER -IS 0V 
CUTTING IN FRONT 
i OP THAT HERP-: 




The mighty golden *tauuon 
keeps his feet 0v a miracle 
after the pesperatb slide powm 
the sloping arroyo wall/ 
headlno into the mass of 
tossing, clicking horns, hi* 
stripe never falters/ 



Pi 



NO TIME TO CUT 
HER, ©ON OS/ HAVE TO 
'TRUST MY GUNS ANO — 

SHOOT THEM OFF/ 




TIM HOLT 



LluHfNNS STAOOERS, 0UT RECOVERS 
HIS BALANCE-' ANP THEN THE MIGHTY 
<iOLP£N STALLION RACES AWAY WITH 
HIS PQuftLC P»URP£N-- - f 

MAP* 



PS eeCAA/56 OP TH6 SiLVBR min? 
DAPDY DISCOVERED... CHINOOK CHARLEV 
SHAIU WANTED TO Kill. MP... AS HE 

KILLEP MV FATH6R/ I- I HEARP THOSg > 
HORRIBLE MEN WHO 0ROU5HT #\fr OUT 

HERE... TAU<IN(S A0OVT rT/ 




LHlNOO* POUND ITHENJ HE HIRE0 ^--A^pA&NAB.' THAT >GUE5$ W/E 
THE MINE. HE ^\"iOU TO HAVE YOU ^THERE'S A MAPJhAvEW'T 
SAW IT WA« WORTH JHAND/ 50 HE COULD 1 O* THAT -^FINISHED 
A FORTUNE. H6 -<<S£T RlD OF YOU AT /HAUNTED A THIS AFFAIR, 
SENT MIRED KILLERS ArtlS CONVENIENCE/ xVWOUNTAIN.' /AFTER All.' 
OUT TO SffT DADDV-/HMMM... THIS 15 A V ^ .—-3s* LET'S MI6HTAIL 

WHO HAP FILfiO rf MAP O* THE LOST J (/ /^OVER THERE ■< 

A SLA/* TO -^ ym/ MlMl/ r-^r-^ ' I AMD SEE IVHAT* 



Ahead or them, at 
the 5ilver mine in 
haunted mountain... 



LOOK AT 'EW' 
0l<j> AS ROCKS.' 
SOLID SILVER! 
IU £»fi THE 

richest man 
in the whole 

.STATE.', 
/ 




TIM HOLT 



[ Along the narrow 
TRAIL. UP HAUNTEP 



MOUHTAiM — . 




IM AND CHfTV OO NOT UNCSR. THEY P*OP 
OvBR THE LIP OP TH6 RlPOg AN0 RUN 
DOWN ON THE 0URPRISCD CHINOOK 
CWARLCV SHAJt ANP HIS cA/NmEN 



With *x»un roaring ajjd ripli 
cramming, tim amp chito thunpck 
powh on thi aa%a^ep ounmen 




TIM HOLT 




On a up op sandstone that 
thrusts out a8ov6 a pry 

RlVBAeOTrOM, TIM AMD 6HAIL 
MEET, KNUCKLES TO KNUCKLES/ 






Tim looks pretty cheerful watch- 
ing Chito do the hard work (Tim 
carries the hammer) as they mend 
a fence on the range. The scene 
is from RKO's "Gun Runners, 1 ' 
which is coming soon. 



A slow draw meant a quick grave, in the old West, 
and the gunfighter who could throw iron from any 
position (Tim demonstrates one here) had dn edge 
on his enemies. 




One of Tim's big- 
gest problems is his 
pal, Ch'rro — or, 
rathor, Chito's one 
consistent weak- 
ness, which is: fond- 
ness for and per- 
sistent pursuit of 
beautiful girls. Tim 
is shown here look- 
ing on with jaun- 
diced eye as Chito 
tries hard to im- 
press dance hall 
hostess Rita Lynn— 
who looks a bit 
skeptical herself. 





POCKET LIGHTER 



FOR MEN 

FOR WOMEN 




<8e<zuqfu6 *0faat£c Clue ^z 



Here's the snappiest, moil complete lighter com- 
bination you've ever seenl Imagine — lighter, flash- 
light ond keychain AIL IN ONE UNIT. Hqndy, 
convenient, easy 1o carry. No more fumbling for 
matches, keys, etc. Easy to find keyholes In Ihe dark. 
Beautiful, streamlined case of mottled plastic. Your 
own initial in gold imprinted on case. Makes ideal 
gift, A truly sensational bargain valve with your 
initial in gold only $1.98. 




3 in 1 lighter combination easily fit* in palm o( hand, Lighter jel snugly 

in base of case. Flashlight complete with baitery. Beaded keychain 

fastens securely ta top of unit. Unbelievably light in weight. IMAGINE. 

all these features offered ol amojingly law price of only SI. 98 Order 

TODAY. 

SEND NO MONIY - 7 Day Trial 

Just fill in coupon below. On arrival dopotit only $1.08 plus COD. 
postage with postman. Use 7 days. If not delighted return for money 
back. (Send cash, we pay postage. I 



MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 



'Be Sure To Send 

nili.'il To Be 

I rap ri eled 

I ii Gold 



I l-INKl SlNNl COMPANY 

I OfDI S83 5 1101 N r«Mlln* 31 
' ChifJBo 11. initials 



Pieeie rush 3 tn 1 Itghler (omtw-uitwn it once 
i Jl "« plus COD potrifi 
not deligMeJ I mtv 'eturn wotn.n 7 



ISITIAl TO 01 
IUIII MTED 

lOnh cnois.i 



I iighi 
pay postmen S 1 .98 plus C (J I> posrige en 
■ a/nvjl 



DOS 
II r 






HENRY SEME • | 
C . Dept. 5695 I f 

1101 N Paallni Sl | ADC'fUSi 
CnKrio U. IllUiall I 

! CITY 



H»y\ 4o* money beelt 
I per pe»'»i« I 
I Q Sen/1 COO nli* po«*»ee 
I Q Cmih entlcied Send pot1pj>d 



tee i 

m*v return wiln.n 
ited. w.lh order WE 
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-STAT£_ 



